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TEN  thousand  men,  women_,  and  children  have  now 
been  killed  by  German  submarines.    Every  moath 
sees  losses  equal  to  those  of  the  Liositania  horror ; 
and  everj'  day  the  death  of  forty-five  innocent  civilians. 
At  this  moment  the  poor  fellows  from  two  or  three  vessels 
are  fighting  for  breath. 

The  ocean  south  of  Ireland  is  the  most  crowded 
highway  of  commerce  in  the  world,  and  on  a  fine  day  I 
have  seen  merchant  ships  in  all  directions  like  a  vast 
parade. 

As  Consul  at  Queenstown  foi-  the  three  years  ending 
last  June,  I  reported  to  our  Government  on  the  destruction 
by  submarines  of  eighty-one  different  ships  carrying 
American  citizens.  I  collected  at  first-hand  much  of  the 
evidence  upon  which  America  has  entered  the  war,  and 
placed  this  evidence  on  record  in  legal  form.  The  witnesses 
usually  came  to  the  Consulate  straight  from  the  sea,  with 
the  cries  of  dead  comrades  still  ringing  in  their  ears ;  and 
their  statements  were  checked  up  individually  against  one 
another  and  against  the  depositions  of  the  surviving 
ofiiceis. 

In  the  first  place,  take  the  cases  in  which  there  were  **  Warnings.  ' 
so-called  warnings  by  the  submarine.  This  "warning^"' 
consists  simply  in  bombarding*  the  unfortunate  victim 
without  pause  or  pity.  Men  and  women  are  mangled  by 
shell-fire  after  they  have  surrendered  and  are  doing  all  in 
their  power  to  comply  with  the  submariners  desires. 

The  Madura,  a  little  Russian  barque,  cut  down  her  main- 
sail upon  the  submarine's  first  shot,  to  show  submission;  but 
when  her  iifeboat  was  rescued  it  was  a  perfect  shamble.  The 
captain,  a  huge  black-bearded  Finn,  sat  in  the  stern  sheets 
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\\  ith  his  wife,  and  at  their  feet  two  dead  sailors  lay  weltering 
111  blood,  while  another  was  just  gasping  out  his  life. 

The  four  other  sailors  were  all  wretchedly  wounded. 

These  inoifensive  working  men  were  slaughtered  while 
trying  frantically  to  do  anything  the  submarine  wanted. 

I  can  name  you  case  after  case  where  a  harmless  sailing 
ship  has  hea^ved  to  and  signalled  obedience,  like  a  small  dog 
that  turns  over  on  his  back  and  holds  up  his  paws,  and  then 
has  been  mercilessly  raked  with  shrapnel  till  it  was  a  ghastly 
inferno  of  blood. 

Guns  turned  On  a  dismal  February  day  I  saw  the  dismembered 
on  Lifeboats,  fragments  of  the  captain  of  the   Anglo-Californian  carried 

ashore  in  a  gunny-bag,  and  the  mutilated  corpses  of  eight  of 

his  men. 

Their  crime  consisted  in  having  tried  to  run  away  from 
destruction ! 

Tn  the  Eavestone  case  the  submarine  deliberately  turned 
its  gun  upon  the  lifeboats  whem  they  were  well  away  from 
their  sinking  ship,  and  shot  down  the  captain  and  four  men. 

And  so  in  the  Uowanmore  case,  and  others. 

AVhen  the  firing  failed  to  produce  murder,  owing  to 
distance  or  to  the  roughness  of  the  sea,  the  submarines  showed 
their  cowardly  spite  by  committing  other  abominations. 

They  seized  a  lifeboat  of  the  Ccmrnhill,  and  placed  its 
nineteen  men  on  the  submarine's  deck. 

They  then  threw  overboard  from  the  lifeboat  the  food, 
water,  and  sails. 

To  point  their  hideous  joke  they  even  filled  the  water 
cask  with  salt  water. 

When  they  returned  to  the  submarine  they  went  below 
and  submerged  instantly,  leaving  our  boys  floundering  in  a 
stormy  seai,  150  miles  from  land,  with  no  refuge  but  that 
gutted  lifeboat! 

This  submergence  trick  has  been  done  repeatedly.  Then 
there  was  the  case  in  which  the  submarine  officers  amused 
themselves  by  taking  snapshots  to  send  home  to  their 
sweethearts  while  twelve  men  were  drowning,  and  in  another 
an  American  merchant  officer  was  taken  back  on  board  and 
made  to  touch  off  the  bombs  which  destroyed  h\&  own  vessel. 

I  am  making  none  of  these  statements  idly.  They  were 
all  solemnly  srworn  to  before  me  by  our  fellow-citizens  in  the 
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name  of  Almighty  God,  and  I  know  them  to  be  the  naked 
truth. 

While  the  Saxonian  was  being  shelled  a  young  Penn- 
sylvania sailor  reached  the  ladder  to  the  boats  at  the  same 
time  with  the  boatswain,  and  although  shots  were  whistling 
round  them  he  stepped  gallantly  aside  and  let  the  elder  man 
go  first. 

When  they  were  both  on  the  ladder  a  shell  burst  behind 
them  and  killed  the  boatswain  instantly,  while  our  brave 
American  boy  escaped  with  only  a  few  painful  wounds. 

This  hero's  name  is  James  Weygand. 

Now  turn  tO'  the  cases  where  no  warning  was  given.  No  Wa 

The  Bandon  was  torpedoed  on  a  black  winter  night  and  S^ven. 
sank  in  sixty  seconds,  so  that  out  of  thirty-two  men  only  four 
lived  to  tell  the  tale. 

The  Vedarmore  sank  in  five  minute®,  losing  half  of  her 
crew  of  fifty,  and  there  are  scores,  if  not  hundreds,  of  cases 
where  ships  have  sunk  in  less  than  ten  minutes. 

The  mate  of  the  Biserta,  with  his  arm  broken,  told  me  how 
she  sank  in  two  minutes,  and  out  of  his  twenty-six  comrades 
only  eight  were  left  on  the  surface. 

The  ship  was  split  clean  in  two,  so  that  the  bow  and  stern 
doubled  towards  each  other  like  a  jack-knife,  and  sank  like  a 
rock. 

A  feature  of  these  warningless  torpedoings  is  the  boiler 
explosions  which  occur  in  one  case  out  of  two,  and  beget 
horrors  worse  than  shrapnel. 

I  saw  a  magnificent  Scotch  chief  engineer  from  the  Salmo 
frightfully  scalded  about  the  head  and  torso,  so  that  he  died 
in  agony  at  the  Queenstown  Hospital. 

Time  after  time  I  listened  to  these  engine-room  stories 
of  the  most  sickening  character,  where  fine  men,  often 
Americans,  were  blown  into  ribbons  or  boiled  to  death  in  live 
steam. 

The  Lucilline,  carrying  naphtha,  was  struck  without  warn- 
ing at  two  o'clock  at  night,  and  her  crew  stumbled  on  deck 
into  dazzling  moonlight,  only  to  be  overcome  by  the  naphtha 
fumes,  so  that  fourteen  of  them  perished  miserably. 

Another  ship,  a  horse  transport,  was  torpedoed  four  times 
in  succession,  the  torpedoes  exploding  among  the  lifeboats 
while  they  were  being  taken  to. 
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Victims  Left  When  the  submarine  has  wrought  its  dastardly  work, 
to  Die.  where  does  it  leave  such  victims  as  survive  the  shelling  and 

the  foundering?  Tossed  in  tiny  boats  at  the  mercy  of  the 
most  cruel  ocean  in  the  world  !  Two,  three,  and  even  four 
hundred  miles  out  upon  the  boundless  wastes  of  water !  In 
score®  of  instances  only  one  or  two  boats  reach  land  to  tell 
how  they  separated  from  comrades  who  are  never  heard  from. 

The  Tower  gate  was  sunk  in  a  roaring  tempest  200  miles 
off  tJie  Blasquot  Islands,  west  of  Ireland,  in  March,  and  I  saw 
the  single  boatload  of  survivors  five  days  later  at  Limerick. 

Emaciated,  hollow-cheeked,  unshaven,  their  clothing  hang- 
ing, dishevelled,  about  them,  they  told  in  hoarse  whispers  of 
the  others  who  had  left  the  wreck  with  them,  and  who  were  by 
that  time  derelict  corpses  halfway  to  the  ocean  bed. 

They  themselves  had  struggled  lion-heartedly  for  three 
days  and  three  nights  against  the  gale,  and  on  the  fourth  day, 
*        when  in  sight  of  land,  had  fallen,  spent  and  hopeless,  in  their 
boat,  trusting  to  that  Providence  which  did,  in  fact,  eventually 
rescue  them. 

A  case  which  stands  out  in  my  memory  was  that  of  the 
Marina,  a  horse  transport,  attacked  in  a  November  hurricane. 

To'W-boats,  laden  with  American  muleteers,  fought  the 
wild  elements  for  thirty-six  hours.  After  nightfall  on  the 
second  day  they  found  themselves  driving  before  a  howling 
wind  into  the  rocky  bay  of  Ballinskelligs,  tJie  most  notoriously 
cruel  of  the  Irish  fjords. 

Their  last  red  flares  strove  to  pierce  the  spindrift  at 
ten  o'clock.  Their  doom  seemed  sealed. 
Britisli  Navy  But  at  eleven  o'clo(;k  a  plucky  little  British  Admiralty  tug, 
Rescue.  which  had  been  searching  through  the  storm,  nosed  its  way 
between  them  and  the  racing  surf,  not  a  quarter  of  a  mile  off, 
and  lifted  the  exhausted  young  men,  now  weak  as  infants, 
out  of  the  very  jaws  of  an  awful  death. 

All  honour  to  the  gallant  and  indefatigable  British  Navy, 
which,  night  and  day,  year  in  and  year  out,  has  been  intrepidly 
hunting  down  these  jackals  of  the  sea. 

I  could  give  you  a  catalogue  of  arresting  instances  in  which 
the  Germans  abandoned  frail  lifeboats  to  the  fury  of  the 
elements  far  from  land. 

I  could  picture  to  you  the  aged  skipper  of  the  Galgorm 
Cattle,  with  his  brave  wife  by  his  side,  praying  fervently  and 
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fighting  earnestly  through   a  night  and  day  of  demoniac 
tempest,  from  which  his  other  lifeboat  never  survive'd. 

I  could  tell  you  of  the  crippled  Feltria,  whose  boats 
throughout  the  night  tried  to  shelter  themselves  in  the  sink- 
ing vessel's  lee,  and  in  the  morning  found  but  twenty  men 
remaining  out  of  seventy-three. 

I  could  describe  the  icy  tempest  which  smote  a  lifeboat 
of  the  Ainsdale,  sO'  that  in  ten  hours  one-fifth  of  its  occupants 
were  frozen  dead. 

In  countless  instances  the  submarines  refused  the  pleas  oi 
these  lifeboats  for  towage. 

After  destroying  a  Belgian  relief  ship,  for  example,  the 
submarine  savagely  denied  a  prayer  for  towage,  which  it  could 
have  given  with  ease  and  safety,  and  as  a  result  a  ship's 
oflricer  died  from  exposure. 

In  only  two  of  the  cases  did  the  Germans  tow  lifeboats 
towards  land,  and  then  they  submerged  without  warning, 
leaving  the  lifeboats  to  cut  their  tow-rope  in  the  nick  of  time 
to  escape  being  drawn  down  into  the  depths. 

But,  to  me,  the  dumbfounding,  the  stupefying  thing  about  Women  and 
the  submarines  is  that  they  'dttaok  passenger  ships  and  kill  Children 
women  and  children. 

The  big  Cunarder  Laconia  was  torpedoed  on  a  stormy 
February  night  at  10.30. 

She  listed  to  port,  and  No.  8  lifeboat  scraped  its  way  down 
the  starboard  side,  and  struck  the  water  leaking  like  a  basket, 
but  supported  by  its  air-tanks.  With  its  nineteen  people  it 
drifted,  full  of  water,  away  from  the  other  boats,  plunging 
giddily  up  and  down  the  12ft.  swells  in  the  chilling  drizzle 
of  rain. 

Its  occupants  sat  in  icy  water  up  to  their  waists;  and  an 
elderly  Chicago  lady  and  her  daughter  were  forced  tO'  stand 
up  on  account  of  their  short  stature. 

Not  long  after  midnight  a  Manchester  business  man 
succumbed.  At  1.30  the  elder  American  lady  gave  way  and 
died.  Her  daughter's  reason  seemed  unseated  by  the  situa^ 
tion,  and  she  kept  chafing  the  corpse's  hands  and  addressing 
endearments  to  it,  until  at  2.30  a  merciful  Heaven  released 
in  turn  her  overtaxed  spirit  to  join  her  mother's. 

As  the  night  wore  on  the  fingers  of  death  touched  first  Death  Fills 
one  and  then  another  of  these  innocent  people,  until,  when^**® 
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the  wan  dawn  began  to  suffuse  the  winter  sea,  the  survivors 
found  themselves  shipmates  with  eight  staring  corpses ! 

And  this  was  the  one  passenger  case  in  which  the  U-boat 
had  the  temerity  to  hail  the  survivors.  Her  commander 
showed  lively  pleasure  at  his  achievement,  and  mad©  the 
victims  repeat  the  ship's  name  and  tonnage  three  times. 

Another  Cunard  boat,  the  California,  sank  in  ten  minutes 
with  the  loss  of  forty-one  lives. 

And  the  Hesperian,  Mantola,  and  Arabic  had  each  its 
peculiar  scenes  of  wretched  suffering  and  death. 

The  Abasso,  a  big  pass-enger  liner  from  West  Africa, 
received  a  torpedo  in  her  vitals  without  warning,  300  miles 
from  land,  at  9.30  o'clock  on  an  April  evening.  Her  lifeboats 
were  smashed  or  overturned  in  seething  water,  spilling  human 
beings  like  grains  of  sand. 

And  as  the  darkness  of  night  closed  over  the  sea  300  men, 
women,  and  children  struggled  in  these  lonely  waters;  a 
hundred  of  them  perished. 


"Man's  inhumanity  to  man 
Makes  countiess  thousanda  mourn." 
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